[Verse]
Birthdays never were my thing
Same with stuff like diamond rings
Don't like presents wrapped in bows
And God knows I don't have cash to blow

[Verse 2]
Syndey and I share a dome
Since 1974
Not at all like Georgia Peach
Although I understand she'd like to be

[Chorus]
The boys get a life of rebellion and cars
And pretend that we will not get old
It's different for girls
My ribs are pulled out
And Adam has no part of my soul
Burn all the pictures of us
In heaven there ain't no young girls
In heaven there ain't no young girls

[Chorus]
The boys get a life of rebellion and cars
And pretend that we will not get old
It's different for girls
My ribs are pulled out
And Adam has no part of my soul
Burn all the pictures of us
In heaven there ain't no young girls
In heaven there ain't no young girls

[Instrumental Outro]
Hmm
Hmm
Oh-oh
Oh-oh